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result, and pointed it out, with the first sign of animation, to his companion.
A colonel, who, as senior officer, had taken charge of our priority party, was at first amused by these worthy, if slovenly, characters. Then he grew suddenly irritated at the sight of their enamel mugs, hooked under the straps of their great-coats, like monstrous epaulettes. He was a great disciplinarian.
"Well, that's the limit," he said explosively.
Still, he took no action, being busily concerned with the business of disembarking our little party ahead of the troops. Speed was everything. Two officers were appointed to look after the baggage, while the rest of us filed down into the twilight of the troop decks, shoving our way through the crowds of patient Gurkhas. The composite smell of urine, ghee, human bodies, and cooking odours was overpowering, and as soon as the gangway was secured we wasted no time in rushing ashore. Our brisk colonel, who seemed to have the situation well under control, organised us with minimum delay into a truck.
Nobody bothered about papers and I began to be most impressed with the smooth celerity of our landing. My one niggling care was the thought of having abandoned my luggage. I remembered that a newspaper colleague, who had spent between £150 and £200 in equipping himself for the fray with everything from cleft sticks to a kitchen stove, had lost the whole lot on the quayside at Glasgow before he started.
We found our way to the Transit Hotel—a masterpiece of British export achievement. Though Italian in style, in shape and spiritual atmosphere it exactly resembled a Bloomsbury boarding-house. Only the furniture and the landlady were missing. Trestle beds on the bare tessellated floors of the empty rooms gave every indication of home comfort.
My particular companion was Captain Ted Ardizzone, a British war artist, who, like myself, was also under the wing of Army Public Relations. He was portly, full of bonhomie, and—despite his Italian name—English of English. His chief occupation, when not sketching or painting, wasdabout route to reach Allied Force Headquarters, now shifted from Algiers to Naples.
